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DRAM AT TS PERSON. 
The Dragon, Mr. R E1NH © LD. 


Gaipy Gubbins, Fs.) Mr. LAGUERRE. 


ther to Margery, 
Margery, Miſs ISABELLA YOUNC. 
Mauxalinda, 2 Mi, EsSTHE RY oUNG. 


CHORUS 5 4 Swains. 
2 DIV ö 
8 CE N E that Part of Yorkſhire near 
Rotheram. N 5 


DRAGON of W ANTLEY. 


CO —— 


—_— 


ACTI SCENE I 
A Rural Froſpect. 
CHORUS. 
E 2 2 Neighbours, fly, 
The Dragon's nigh, 


Save your Lives and ly; 
Mway, away, 


For if you ſtay, 
Sure as a Gun you die. 


FT, Ge. (Exennt 
[The Dragon croſſes the Stage. 


SCENE © 


(6 
SCENE, A Hall. 
Grins, M RGE RJ, and CrorVs. 
Cub. Whatwretched Havock does this Dragon 


make ! 
He fticks at nothing for his Belly s Sake : 
Feeding but makes his Appetite the ſtronger, 
He'll eat us all, if he *bides here 110 | 
r K. 


8 


Houſes and Churches, 
To Him are Geeſe and-Turkzes. 


Marg. O Father! Father! as our noble Squire 
Was ſate at Breakfaſt by his Parlour Fire, 
With Wife and Children, al 16 pleaſant 

Tattle, 

The Table ſhook, the Cups cm to rattle; 
A diſmal Noiſe was heard within the Hall, 
Away they flew, the Dragon ſcar d them all: 
He drank up all their Coffee at a Sup, 
And next deyour'd their Toaſt and Butter 


= Wo 


AIR. 


(7) 
AIR. 


But to bear, the Children mutter, J 

When they'd loft their Toaſt and Butter, 
Aud to ſee my Lady moan, 

Oh  *twwould melt 4 Heart of Stone. 


Here the Squire with Servants wrangling; 
There the Maids and. Miftreſs jangling, 
And the pretty bungry'Dears - 
All together by the Ears, 

Scrambling for a Barley-Gake : 


Oh ! vba make one's Heart to ale. 
But to hear, W. 


Cu This Dragon very modiſh, ſure, 2nd nice is: 
What ſhall we do in this diaſt'rous Criſis? 
Marg. A Thought, to quell him, comes into 

my Head; 
No way more proper than to kill him dead. 


Gub. O Miracle of Wiſdom! rare Suggeſtion ! 
But how, or who to doit, that's the Queſtion. 

Marg. Not far from hence there lives a valiant 

__ Knight, : 

A Man of Prowels great, * mickle Might : 


He has done Deeds St. George himſelf might uw 
-3 194 brag on; 

Mor. Thi very Man is he ſhall kill the Dragon. 
AIX. 


(3) 
AIX. 


He's a Man ev'ry Inch, I aſſure you, 
Stout, vig'rous, at7ive and tall; 


There's none can from Danger ene you, 
Like brave 8 Moore of Moore-Hall. 


No Giant or Knight cer quell d him, 

He fills all their Hearts with Alarms ; 
No Virgin yet ever beheld him, 

But wiſh'd herſelf claſp'd in his Arms. 


c CHORUS. 


| Ler's go to his Dwellin 5 

With Telping and Telling; 

Well move him to Pity, 
And tell him, and tell him 4 forrowful 
| Ditty. | I 


8 0 E N E, Moore-Hall 
Symphony. 1 


Mo 0 RE and his Companions. 


Sore. 1 F n let's chculate the 
cheerful Glaſs ; 


Let each true Toper coat his fayourite Laſs. 
Sound all your Inſtruments of Joy, and play: 


Har n and ſing, and paſs the Time away. 
4 1 R. 


. 


EX A | 


= Plato; Ariſtotle,” | 

All uere Lovers of the Botthe ; 

Poets, Painters and Muſreians,  . 

_ Churcimes, Lawyers and Phyſics ſelene, . 
All aumire a pretty Laſs, 
All require a cheerful Gla ſs. 
Ev'ry Pleaſure has its Hafen, hs 

Love and * are no Trea 55 "7 


114 
1 


pug Zeno, G. 
Enter Gu BEIN s, MA UXALINDA, Mae 
GERY, and others. 
CHO R U To x | 
' £111. art; 4:59 . 
L GG O ſave us all ! e 12 
Moore of Moore-HallL! ** 
Or elſe this „ RI N 
1 Will plunder our Honſe m, 
Our Daughters and Spouſes, . . 
| And keeve us the Greg 4 Rag on. 
| LOS: 


8 41 R. 


( 10 ) 
A IR. 


Marg. Gentle K night + all Knights exceeding, 


Pink of Proweſs, and good Breeding, 
Let a Virgin's Tears inſpire ther; 
Let a Maiden's Bluſbes fire these. 


Moore. (aſide) Her Looks ſhoot thro” my Soul, 
her Eyes ſtrike Fire; 


m all a ; Conflagration of Deſire. 
(To ber) Fair 8 7 51 * whateyer you can 
as 
'T le Decd is done, when once you name the 

i, 7 Task. 
Marg. The Dragon, Six the Dragon ! 

Moore. Say no more, | 
You ſoon ſhall ſee him weltring in his Gore. 


Marg. Moſt mighty Moore. do but * Dra- 
gon kill, 


All that we haye is wholly at your Will, 
Moore. The only Bounty I require, is this, 
That thou may'ft fire me with an ardent Kiſs; 
That thy ſoft Hands Ry noint me over 
Night, | 
And dreſs-me in the eee er 1 Gght. 


I 
Fl f - 
* 1 
4 8 , i 
* - 
* = a - Ya, 
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AIR. 
Marg. 1f that's all jou ach, + | 
My Sweeteſt, | 
My Feateſt, 
 Compleateſt, 


And Neateſt, 
Tm proud of the Task. 


Maus. (overbearing,) A forward FEI the 
grows fond apace, 
But I ſhall catch her in a proper Place. 
Moore. Leave her with me; conclude the Dras. 
gon dead. 
If 1 don't maul the Dog, ru loſe my Head. 


Au. go off but Moore and Margery. 
DUET T O. 


Moore. Let my Deareſt be near me 
Marg. TI ever be near thee. 
Moore. To warm me, to cheer me ; 
Marg. To warm thee, to cheer thee. 
Moore. To fire me, inſpire me ; | 
Marg. To fire thee, inſpire thee 
Both. With Kiſſes and Ale. 


| (147) 
Moore. Your Fears I'll aloliſp; 
Marg. This Dragon demoliſh. 
Moore. TI work bm: 
Marg. Ay, work him. 
Moore, 711 jerk him; 


Marg. Ay, jerk. his 


Both. From Nafiril ro Tail. 
[Let my, &c. 


MooRE leads of MARGERY; MAUux A- 
LIN PA enters, and Pullis hem back by 


the Sleeve. 


Alus OVillain ! Monſter! Devil! Baſcly baſe 1 


How can you dare to look me in the Face? 
Did you not ſwear laſt Chriſtmas we ſhould 
" marry ? 
Oh, tis enough to make a Maid miſcarry ! 1 
Witneſs this Piece of l certain 
| tain 
Of my true Heart, and your falſe Promiſe | 
broken. 
Moore. The Devil's in the Woman ! What's 
the Matter ? 
Maux. Now you inſult me; Time was, you 
con Utter, © © | 
Moore. Upon my Soul, I don't know what you 
mean! 


Maux. Don't you know Margery of Roth'r 
Green? 
| * 


On). 


Moore. Not I, N my Honour. | 
Maur. That's a Lie. 


What do you think Ive neither Ear nor Eye. 
Villain ! I will believe my Eyes and Ears! 
She whom you kiſs d, and call'd ten thouſand 
Pears. | 
(sings mocking) Let my Deareſt be near me, &c, | 
Moore. (aſide. ) By Jove! I'm blown. Zound!sẽ!? 
how came this about ? 
However, I'm refoly'd:to ſtand it out. 
To Maux. 1 only out of Policy was civil; 
Bur, faith, I hate her as I hate the Deyil. 
You're all I value, witneſs this cloſe Hug, 
I'm yours, and only yours. 
Maux. - --Ab Coaxing Pug i... 
Moore. My pretty Mauxy, prithee don't be 


jealous. 


Maux. Dear me you Men are ſuch bewitching ; 


Fellows; 
You teal into our Hearts by fly Degrees, 


Then make =_ Girls waer juſt what you 5 
leaf e. 


_ — — — - 
— — ͤ —́43ͤk 


AIR C 


Mobre: By the Beer, ates as Berry; 
By the Cyder and the Perry, 
Which fo oft has made us merry, 
With a Hy-down, Ho-down- derry, . 
Mauxalinda g. TI remain, . 

True Blue will never ſtain. 


Manx. 


(14) 


Maux. But _ yougrally loye me ? 8 
Moore. By this Kiſs, 
By Raptures paſt, and Hopes of future lig 


DUET To. 


Pigs ſhall not be 
So fond as we, © 
We will out- cooe the Turtle Dove, 
Fondly toying, 
Still enjoying, 
Sporting Sparrows dee M out-love. 


a 


r End of the Firſt n 4 
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ACT IL SCENE I 


A Garden. 


MARGERY %a. 


| g URE my Stays will burſt with ſobbing, 
And my Heartquite crack with throbbing. 

My poor Eyes are red as Ferrets, 

And I ha'n't a Grain of Spirits. 
| [To her Moone. 
Moore. My Madge ! my Honey-ſuckle, in the 

Dumps ! 
Marg. Put your Hand here, and feel my Heart 
| how't thumps. 
Moore. Good lack a day ban great a Palpi- 
tation | 


| 'T ell me, my Dear! the Cauſe of this Vexation- 
Harg. An ugly Dream has put me in a Fright ; 

I Idreamt the Dragon flew my gentle Knight: 
If ſuch a thing ſhould happen unto thee, 

O miſerable, miſerable, Margery ! 

Moor Os * 


. 
' C.-Y 
5 TS 


es) 


: wy; Don't fright thy ſelf with Pes my 
| . Girl, neter fear RICE 8 
II work his Buff, if ever T come near kum. | 
T've ſuch a Suit of ſpiked Armour bought, 
Bears, Lions, Dragons, it will {et at nought : 
In which, when I'm N my Maage 
 [Ahall fee, ob 
III ſcare the Dragon, not the Dragon me. 
But Time grows ſhort, I muſta while away. 
Marg. Make 1 my Dear 
Moore. - My Duck! J will not ftay. 
8 | [Extt. 


Enter MAUXALINDA t0 Maxorny, 


Mat: S0 Madam! have I pound vou out at 
laſt ? 

"You now ſhall pay fl gear for all that's 
paſt, 

Were you as fri ax Ger was Silk or Sattin, 

I'd beat your Harlot's Brains out with my 

„ + 

Before you ſhall delude a Man of mine. 

* Who in the Name of unn _ 

him thine? 
Manx. D'ye laugh, you Minx ! PH make con 
change your Note, 4 
Or 


4") 


Or drive your grinning Grinders down your 
Throat. 


DUET T ů O. 


Inſulting Gipſey, 
Tour ſurely tipfy, 
Or non ſe ipſe, 
To chatter ſ0. 
Tour too much feeding 
All Rules exceeding, 
Has ſpoil d your Breeding, 


Co, Trollop, go. N 
' * Tafulting, Nc. 


Marg. Lauk, * a monſtrous Tail our Cat 
has got! 
Maux. Nay, if you brave me, then you go 
tonne.” * 
Come, Bodkin, come ! take Mauxalinds' $ 


Part, 
And ſtab her hated Rival to the Heart. 
| [Goes to kill Margery, 
ſhe ſwoons. 


0 Euter 


(8) 


5 Enter Moore, takes away the Bodkin. 


Moore. Why, what the Devil is the Woman 


doing ! 
Maux. To put an End to all your Worſhip's 


Wooing. 
Moore. Tis well I came, before the Whim 


went further; 
Had I ftay'd longer, here had ſure been 


Murder. 
This curſed Jade has thrown the Girl in Fits, 
How do ſt, my Dear? 
[Margery Recovers. 
Marg. Frighted out of my Wits. 
Moore. But fear her not, for by her own Con- 
feſſion, 


I'll 2 her over to the Quarter-Seflion 


- 


AIR. 


Maux, O give me not up to the Law, | 
1'd much rather beg upon Cyutches ; 
Once in a Sollicitor's Paw, 
Tou never get out of his Clutches. 


Marg. 


(19) 
Marg. Come, come, forgive her: 


Moore. Fere my Anger ede 
Matix.) And ſo does mine. 
Moore. Why then let's buſs and Friends) 
[ K3/s round, 
TRI o. M 


Maux. Oh how eaſy is a Woman, 
Hao deluding are you Men 
Oh how rare, to find a true Man, 
Not ſo oft as one in ten. 
Moore. Oh how charming is a Woman, 
es Form'd to captivate us Men; 
Tet fo eager to ſubdue Man, 
That for one ſhe covets ten. 
Marg. Let's reward them as they treat us, 
Women prove ſincere as Men ; 
But if they decerve and cheat us, 
Let us een cheat them again. 


Omnes. Let's reward them as they treat us,; &: 
Enter Guß BIN S. 


Gub. Now, now, or neyer fave us, valiant 
Moore. 

The Dragon's coming, don't you hear him 
roar? | 
A C 2 


4 s 


Moore, 


(20 ) 
Moor e. Why let him roar his Heart out, tis 
no matter: 
Stand clear, my Friends, this is no Time to 
chatter. | 


Gub. Here take your Spear. | 
Moore. I ſcorn Sword, Spear, or Dart ; 


I'm arm'd compleatly in a valiant Heart. 

But firſt I'll drink, to make me ſtrong and 
mighty, 

Six Quarts of Ale, and one of Agua Vitæ. 71 


CHORUS. 


Fill, fill, fill a mighty Flagon, 


X ill, kill, kill this monſtrous Dragon, 
[ Exeunt. 


ACT 


ACT HI. SCENE TL 


A rural Proſpect near the Dragon's 
Den. | 


Enter MOORE in Armour, and MARG ERY. 


Ne Buſs, dear OI then a- 

way. | 

Marg. 1 cannot go, my Love ! 

Moore. Lou muſt not ſtay. 
Get up, ſweet Wench, get up in yonder Tree, 
And there ſecurely you may hear and ſee. 

[ Margery gets up into the Tree. 
Come, Mr. Dragon, or by Jove III fetch 
ond 

Ill trim your Raſcals Jacket, if I catch *. 


Moore. 


AS 


Moore. Dragon Dragon! thus I dare thee : 
Soon to Atoms bus Ji tear thee ; 
Thus thy Inſolence ſubdue. 
But regarding where my Dear is, 
Then, alas ! I feel what Fear is, 
Sweeteſt Margery for you. 
Dragon &c. 


Dragon 


* 


Moore. It is not Strength that always wins; 

Good Wit does Strength excel, 

_ Confound the Raſcal, how he grins. 

III creep into this Well. | 
[Gets into the Well. 
TE nter Dragon, and goes to the 
Hell, as to drink. 


Dragon. What naſty Dog has got intothe Well, 
Diſturbs my Drink, and makes the Water 


— 
| [dfoore — cries Bob ! 


AIR 


Dragon. Obo, Mr. Moore, 
Dou Son of a Whore, 
*. TIwiſhTd known your Tricks before. 


| Moore gets out of the Well, and en- 


Counters the Den 
Drag. Oh oh ! oh ! OD 
The Devil take your Toe. Dies. 


C H O- 


(6231 


CHORUS. 
HUZZ A! 
To him Marc E R T. 


Marg. Oh, my Conqu ror! how d'ye do? 

Moore. Oh, my Charmer! how are you? 

Marg. Very well, thank you; F 

Moore. m ſo too. 

Lour Eyes were livid, and * Cheeks were 
„ pale; 

But now you look as brick as bottled 4 

Give me a Buſs. 


Marg. Ah, twenty if you vleaſe, 
Moore. With all my heart, and twenty after theſe. 
DUE: 


My fweet Honey ſuckle,ny Joy and Delight 
l kiſs thee all Day, and li hug thee all 
Night, © 
Ay Deareſt is made of fach ate Stuff, 
I think I ſhall never have Kiſſing e  nough. 


Moore. Now nimbly dance, ye N ymphs and 
Swains be gay, 


The Dragon's dead, and you may ſafely play. 
A DANCE 
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Vx). 
* 'D ANCE, 


. Moſt MED Moore, what Wonders haſh 5 
* thou done, 


"Deſtroy d the Dragon, and 155 Margery won, 


The Loves of this brave in and TP 
fair Daughter, 


In e ſhall be ſung hereafter. 4 
Begin your Songs'of Joy ; begin, begin, 
And rend up N ben Din, - 


. GHORUS. foo! 


\ OR 


- Gp, ng, and N 
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* Orarorio Pare? | * | 
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To gallant Morio, 
| N Of Moore-Hall. ö 
8 To Margercenia a 


FR FS. Of Roth ram- -Greeniag Wm N 
5 Beauryr bright Oueenit, 
4 HAY 2 1 bawl. 
_ 7 27 D 2 2 . A; f rene,” 


